CHAPTER Ytt

IN one of Scott's finest novels the old Cameronian preacher,
who had been left for dead by Claverhouse's troopers,
suddenly rises to confront his conquerors, and spends his
last breath in denouncing the oppressors of the saints.
Even such an apparition was Jonathan Swift to comfort-
able Whigs who were flourishing in the place of Harley
and St. John, when, after ten years' quiescence, he sud-
denly stepped into the political arena. After the first
crushing fall he had abandoned partial hope, and con-
tented himself with establishing supremacy in his chap-
ter. But undying wrath smouldered in his breast till time
came for an outburst.

No man had ever learnt more thoroughly the lesson,
" Put not your faith in princes;" or had been impressed
with a lower estimate of the wisdom displayed by the
rulers of the world. He had been behind the scenes, and
knew that the wisdom of great ministers meant just enough
cunning to court the ruin which a little common sense
would have avoided. Corruption was at the prow and
folly at the helm. The selfish ring which he had de-
nounced so fiercely had triumphed. It had triumphed, as
he held, by flattering the new dynasty, hoodwinking the
nation, and maligning its antagonists. The cynical theory-
